MODERN TRAVEL

who flew over some of the Kuluene country, that " the
supposed range of mountains does not exist."

But we could not know this at the time. We could
not know that the Serra do Roncador was a figment
of the fevered imagination of Brazilian cartographers,
a stage property in the unauthenticated legends of
Indians. Somewhere at the far end of the shim-
mering, unnumbered miles in front of us we looked
for mountains.

We came at last to the clump of very tall trees. We
passed the cordon of indolent palms which fringed it.
We crossed the hard cracked bed of a dried-up pool
which had given the trees their extra cubits. On the
far side we found one which looked as if it could be
climbed. We piled our equipment at its roots and
went up.

Climbing trees made us realise how far we were from
being in the best of condition. The last few days had
geared us for solid unrelenting endurance ; not for
frantic acrobatics, which told on us more than they
should have. In physical emergencies we discovered
alarming weakness.

All the same, we followed the branches as far as they
would take us and clung, sweating, to the last tapering
forks, sixty or seventy feet above the ground. All round
us the heads of palms nodded in gracious, slightly
ironical condescension. We had a magnificent view of
the Great Unknown.

To us it looked familiar. Open country, quilted with
the tops of close-set clumps of trees, stretched as far
as the eye could reach : and doubtless further. We
cursed the visibility, which was bad ; last night's
smoke lingered as a tenuous haze. We had hoped from
here to see those mountains.

It is always pleasant to be higher than one's sur-
roundings ; sky-scrapers have contributed materially to
American self-confidence. We hung there, cooling, as
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